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pours in torrents and fiercely beats
upon the hillside. The dark shadow
of the clouds hangs heavily over the
forest, and the swollen stream, like
reckless youth, overleaps all barriers
with mocking laughter. On such
rainy days we five brothers would go
to the Chitraka forest to chase wild
beasts. Those were glad times. Our
hearts danced to the drumbeat of
rumbling clouds. The woods re-
sounded with the screams of pea-
cocks. Timid deer could not hear our
approaching steps for the" patter of
rain and the noise of waterfalls ; the
leopards would leave their tracks on
the wet earth, betraying their lairs.
Our sport over, we dared each other
to swim across turbulent streams oji
our way back home. The restless
spirit is on me. I long to go
hunting.